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HAT are you writing so furi-
ously, 'felen?”

The woman glunced
around, balancing her pen for a mo-
ment ag she answered carvelessly,
“Oh==a letter--to your uncle,” [

“Uncle? But he's just gone, Didn't
yvou tell him all yon had to say?’

“Didn't | tell him—tell him? Tell
that puffed up, old whited sepulehre,
the renl truth about anything? Why,
I've just given you an exact
account of oar \\Illl"' conversation, §
Did it gound ke what [ really think?
You counldn't have done better if you
had been home yourself,”

“1 couldn't have done half so well,
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lHttle girl,” The mayg threw his half |
smoked cignr in the library grate, |
“1 should have lost my temper and l
ghounied back at him They hear us .
all over the eounting houge when we §
are ot it in hig private office-—~the old
nian hout ind I shout The new
wie rapher ked vesterday wheth
or we were hoth deaf. DBut—he riles i
I ean't hold in.” “
1'd bhoett hegin to try then,
{ 1'd bhetter take Uncie John ;
| 1} 1" 1 !
iin LO groy Jilee |
| I LV ou two | 1 it
i L Al | ttelen phia
ered e anxiously regarding
] 1 ) ite, a she laid aside
hoy pen,
Well,” reflectively, “I had been
fifteon with uncle, when wae
were married That makes altogelh
er twenty yvears this spring since |
ran away from school, and the cid L
man sald he'd give me work if it wa ]
work | wanted! And, by Jove-—~he g
ha ever since! He started me m b
two-fifty 0 week—vou know mother b
and I lved with him--so 1 had to
pay back the two for board—and the
fifty cent wus  my private and

princely allowance, Mothor always
regarded uncle as a sort of superiox

o

heing because he wag successful In
husiness; and poor dad seemaoed to he {
only a maker of failures—wild goose 1
gchemes that never came to any
thing—for lack of money perhaps,
And 1 was all she had--so | kept at b

it Ana now here I am-——thirty-seven
vears old, with a wife and a young
one—and the old curmudgeon still
doles me out a miserable pittance ! v
and actually comes here to preach
cconomy to you!”

“Well, as long as we are depend-
ent upon him and you've given the
best years of your life to the busi-
ness, we've got to stand it, dear. Yet
one would think that with no children of his own
and you his only nephew, he'd be proud of you and
even glad to trust things to you!”

H1 man rose to his feet with a contemptuous
laugh, “Proud of me!" he began irritably, “"He
~proud of me?  Why, if anything goes right, it is
all due to his superior wisdom and management--
but when things go wrong-—that is my confounded
blundering! 1 ought to have cut it long ogo—-it's
too late now. He's got ug where he wants ns-—un-
der hig thumb——and when that's the case with him
the thumb always comes heavily down!”

“1 don’t know about that, George.” The woman
glowly shook her little head as she rose and laid
her hand on hig shoulder. “I am not so sure it is
too late, Money can’'t buy everything. Perhaps
vou owe it to your own self-respect to assert yvour-
golf now and show what youn can do, I know what
it must be to work under a man like that,”' she hes
itated—"and it hasn't helped you any in ways that
vou wouldn't Hke me to speak about., Sometimoes
vou know--well, dear-—even at home-—with the
baby and even metimes to me-—I'm sure you
don't Intend to-——but—" ghe stopped abruptly.

“Oh, T know! You mean I'm a regular old hear-—
irritable and all that—well, we do have occasional
gpate, Helen—but not more than the rest of the
world. It's the usunl thing—my dear girl=—quite to
be expected in the ordinary round of existence,
I'm-—=well—human.”

Helen smiled and elagped her hands over his
folded arms, “Oh, I'm not blaminz you, Georgo.
I'm only suggesting, But—" geriously, “we do
mean that our marrviage shall be more than the
common round of petty squabbles, don't we, dear?
I know Unecle John is provoking enough., Why, he
blamed me today for our ‘extravagance'--as he
calls it He even gald if T wanted to be a ‘true
helpmate’ I had better reform my methods,”
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His wife stood at the nursery door, silently regarding
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utter discouragement.

“Really? 8o kind! And what did the old man
suggest, dearie? Are you to take in washing—
while he gits in the office with his feet up and
reads the paper and 1 run his business?”

“No--not exactly that, But | might do without
a nursemaid, he thinks, and make my own clothes
and we could stay at home this summer.”

“Yeg-——while he takes a trip around the world!
Confound his impudence!"”

HE woman laid one finger gently on the man's
lipg, “Softly, Georgie—'gray hairs,’ you know-”
“1 beleve they are said to be a crown of glory
when found in ‘the paths of righteousness.,” Surely
vou'd never accuse uncle of that
“Ah—there’s just the point, George, He thinks
he's right, He always thinks he's right.”

“Oh--of course—hut that's no excuse, 8o Jdo
the mothers who throw their babies under the Jug-
goernaut I think I'm right, Come-—let’'s see the

letter you wrote to him just now.”

“Certuninly-=1 intend to show it to you-=hut
there's a word of explanation first, deay.”

“Yes The man leaned against the
watching her with an amusged smile,

“Oh, I'm serious, George, I read the other day
about a woman who was noted for her remarkably
sweet disposition, She never said anything ugly—
she never hurt anybody's feelings—she never was
out of temper.”

“Must have been you, Helen,” He reached down
and pressed the slender fingers, busily twisting the
long silk fringe of the mantle gearf,

“Oh, but this isn't a joke, George! Yes-——she
was truly all of that, But how do you suppoge ghe
managed to keep it up?”

“Had an agreeable, considerate,
bhand, I suppose?”

“I don't know about that, dear—-no, 1 think this
woman very often had just cause to be unpleasant,

mantle,

obliging hus-
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him with a look of

PBut she never sald anything dis-
L D agreeable to anybody's face—she fm-
o e mediately gat down by herself and
wrote out what ghe thought-——yeg-——
exnctly what she thought, and to the
vory person who had just hurt or of-
fended her. In that way she worked
the bile out of awer system, Of course
she never sent the letters.”

“And is this the sort of a letter
vou were writing to dear uncla?’-—
with an appreciative grin,

Helen nodded, “Yes—I'm going to
try that woman’s plan, 1 want to
keep sweel-—if 1 can. He did upset
me terribly. So I've written it all
out, But you must remember when
vou read that I was very polite and
very attentive to him when he was

here”

“Oh, yes—yon'd have to be [
know! The whole place knuckles to
him, He's used to it He never

stops to think that it's all done for
what they get out of him.”

I__l IRLEN handed her husband the
letter, watehing hig face closely
as he read aloud:

“You old hypoerite! 8o you think
you own us, do you, when you pay
George fifty dollars a week, although
he ought to have half the business
anvhow? And vou come here to tell
me how 1 should economize—bhe
canse yon once did so and so your-
self?  It's no disgrace to you what
vou once did, or did without—I"m
glad you had enough ability to get
out of it, But George isn't a poor
man, 1 didn't maryry a poor man, If
he had bheen obliged (o come in the
back way and take his meals in the
kitchen, he'd have been courting the
cook=-not me!

“How wisge you think you are and
how little you guessed that as you
gat opposite to me just now-——think-
ing vou were boss of the gituation—
I really pitied you! Yes-——pitied you!
You're sguch a hopelessly blind case
—vyvoun need so badly what there is
nobody to give yvou-—~the lesson that
you'll never get! 1 thought to my-
gelf  wonderingly, as you looked
around with an air of open disap-
proval, ‘He really thinks he is
right.’

“Well, father used to say there
were two kinds of hypocerites; those
who knew that they were and those
who did not know it. I understand
him now-but you are the first hypo-
crite | ever met who belonged to the
second variety,

“Suppose my George grows to be
like you? Horrors! And to think we’'ve named
the baby after you! Well, 1 know to which class
of hypocrites George and 1 belong! But we're
very uncomfortable there-—it doesn’'t fit us. We
thought it would give the boy a start in life-——that
you'd do something great for him,

“And you did-——you sent him a silver mug with his
initials on! I'd have changed his name then if he
hadn’t been already baptized!

“George laughed, ‘So that's what young John
gets from old John!" ‘From the old Nick!" 1 an-
swered, Oh, why can't 1 tell you what I think of
you! If you would only go where you belong-—to
the old Nick!"”

HE man threw down the letter. “Why, Nell”

seizing her hands, “congratulations! 1 didn't
think it was in you. Are you going to post this
now?"

“Veg,” ghe smiled back, “here!” and threw the
papes on the red coals, “Now I am restored to or-
der—-‘clothed and in' my ‘right mind.””

A disereet knock, and they turned to see the
new cook standing apologetically in the doorway.

“Mem-=kin Of spake wid you, mem?”

“Yeos, Nora—what is it?”

The man took up his paper and went out of the
library humming a lively tune.

“Oi give me notice, mem,” began the
briskly.

“Why, Nora-—what's wrong?"”

“Nawthin‘s roight, mem, Nawthin's what's a
cook's place, mem, [ ain't used to ut! I ain't
sipposed to shwape the poorch, I ain't willin’ at
ahl, at ahl to come in the dinin' room whin the
baaby cries. 1 objects to the noorse, mem. She
hoong the baaby's things in the kitchen this marn-
in’, she did thot.,”

“But it rained, Nora-—and we have no laundry.”

“1 ean't help thot, mem. I don’'t whant to be
where there's no baaby, at ahl, mem,”

woman



